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back to him. What delightful legs! They
wobbled at the knees*

" I like Goosey Gander best/* she piped.

" It's not in our new book/' said the
other,

" It's in mine. Ill show you/' And she
ran indoors.

He tried to remember Goosey Gander, but
in vain.

The trees on the heath, solid waves of dark
and massive green, reposed him* A sea
without storms, infinitely safe* He wanted
to sit down, to listen, to drink in, to be
saturated. He looked irresolutely about him ;
there was nothing to sit on. Then something
vaguely familiar in the windows of a plain
white house on the other side of the road
caught his wandering eyes, Where had he
seen those arched embrasures ?

Good Heavens! That must be Keats's
house. There was Keats, bodily and beauti-
ful, in a direct, matter-of-fact way, very small,
sitting on the lawn, laughing. A fat man
was sitting near him in tight plaid trousers,
with a little table by his side, On the table
was a tray with a jug and a glass, He was
laughing, too* That was Brown making one
of his ghastly puns, Now the laughter